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SONGS, 

GLEES,  &d. 


FRIEND  OF  THE  BRAVE. 

Sung  by  Mr  Bedford. 

FRIEND  of  the  brave,  in  peril's  darkest  hour, 

Intrepid  virtue  looks  to  thee  for  power, 

To  thee  its  trembling  homage  yields, 

On  strong  floods  and  carnage  cover'd  fields ; 

When  front  to  front  the  banner'd  hosts  combine, 

Halt  e'er  they  close,  and  form  the  dreadful  line* 

When  all  is  still  on  death's  devoted  soil, 
The  much- worn  soldier  mingles  with  the  toil; 
As  rings  his  glittering  tube  he  lifts  on  high, 
His  dauntless  brow  and  spirit  speaking  eye 
Hails  in  his  heart  the  triumph  yet  to  come, 
And  hears  thy  stormy  music  in  the  drum. 


DUET. 

OH!  FORTUNE,  WE  HAIL  THEE, 


Sung  by  Miss  Stephens    Mr  Braham. 

Oh  !  Fortune,  we  hail  thee, 
The  trial  attending, 

\  efforts  befriending, 


Can  courage  e'er  fail 

&  me, 

While  thus  condescending, 

Our  Prince  is  attending, 


Our  union  to  bless, 
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MY  LODGING  XS  ON  THE  COLD  GROUND. 

Sung  by  Mrs  Salmon. 

MY  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground. 

And  very  hard  is  my  fare  ; 

But  that  which  grieves  me  more,  love., 

Is  the  coldness  of  my  dear : 

Yet  still  he  cried,  Turn,  love  ! 

I  pray  thee,  love,  turn  to  me ! 

For  thou  art  the  only  girl,  love, 

That  is  adored  by  me. 

With  a  garland  of  straw 

I  will  crown  thee,  love  ; 

I'll  many  thee  with  a  rush  ring  ; 

Thy  frozen  heart  ^hall  melt  with  love, 

So  merrily  1  shall  sing. 

Yet  still  he  cried,  &c. 


THE  SOLDIER's  DREAM, 
Sung,  by  Mr  Braham. 

OUR  bugles  sung  truce,  for  the  night-cloud  had  lower'd^, 
And  the  centinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky ; 

And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  overpower'd, 
The  weary  to  sleep,  and  the  wounded  to  die. 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw, 
By  the  wolf-scaring  faggot  that  guarded  the  slain  ; 

At  the  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  vision  I  saw, 
And  twice  ere  the  cock  crew  I  dreamt  it  again. 


WHI 


OCYG 


Methought  from  the  battle-field's  dreadful  array, 
Far,  far  had  I  roam'd  on  a  desolate  track, 

Till  autumn  and  sunshine  disclos'd  the  sweet  way 
To  the  house  of  my  father,  who  welcom'd  me  back,. 


a 

%  mith 
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1  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields  travers'd  so  oft 

In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  bosom  was  young 

I  heard  my  own  mountain-goats  bleating  aloft. 

And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  corn-reapers  sung 

Then  pledg'd  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I  swore, 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to  part 

My  little  ones  kiss'd  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 
And  my  wife  sobb'd  aloud  in  the  fulness  of  heart. 

Stay,  stay  with  us  !  rest !  thou  art  weary  and  worn ! 

And  fain  was  the  war-broken  soldier  to  stay ; 
But  sorrow  return'd  with  the  dawning  of  morn, 

And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming-ear  melted  away. 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 
Sung  hy  Miss  Stephens. 

RECITATIVE. 

WHEN  the  sheep  are  in  the  fauld,  and  a'  the  kye  at 
hame, 

And  a'  the  weary  warld  asleep  is  gane ; 

The  waes  o'  my  heart  fall  in  showers  fra  my  eye^, 

While  my  gudeman  sleeps  sound  by  me. 

AIR, 

Young  Jamie  lov'd  me  weel,  and  ask'd  me  for  his  bride, 
But  saving  a  crown  he  had  nai thing  else  beside, 
To  make  that  crown  a  pound  my  Jamie  went  to  sea, 
And  the  crown  and  the  pound  were  baith  for  me. 
He  had  nae  been  gane  a  year  and  a  day, 
When  my  faither  brake  his  arm,  and  our  cow  was  stole 
away  ; 

My  mither  she  fell  sick,  and  my  Jamie  at  the  sea, 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  came  a  courting  to  me. 
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My  faithcr  urg'd  me  fair,  but  my  mither  did  nae  speak, 
But  she  look'd  in  my  face  till  my  heart  was  like  to  break. 
Sae  they  gi'ed  him  my  hand,  though  my  heart  was  on 
the  sea, 

And  auld  Robin  Gray  was  a  gudeman  to  me.. 

I  had  nae  been  a  wife  but  weeks  only  four, 

When  sittin  sae  mournfully  at  my  ain  door, 

I  saw  my  Jaime's  wraith,  for  I  could  nae  think  it  he, 

Till  he  said,  ;<  Love,  I  am  come  hame  to  marry  thee  " 

Sair,  sair  did  we  greet,  and  mickle  did  we  say, 
We  took  but  a'e  kiss,  and  we  tore  ourselves  away  : 
I  wish  I  were  dead,  but  I'm  nae  like  to  dee, 

0  why  was  I  born  to  say  wae's  me  ? 

1  gang  like  a  ghaist,  and  I  canna  like  to  spin, 

I  dare  nae  think  o'  Jamie,  for  that  would  be  a  sin ; 
But  I'll  do  my  best  a  gudewife  to  be, 
For  auld  Robin  Gray  is  very  kind  to  me. 

KELVIN  GROVE, 

Sung  by  Mr  Braham* 

LET  us  haste  to  Kelvin  grove,  bonnie  lassie,  O ; 
Through  its  mazes  let  us  rove,  bonnie  lassie,  O ; 
Where  the  rose,  in  all  its  pride, 
Paints  the  hollow  dingle  side, 
Where  the  midnight  fairies  glide,  bonnie  lassie,  (X 

We  will  wander  by  the  mill,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
To  the  cove  beside  the  rill,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 

/  Where  the  glens  rebound  the  call 
Of  the  lofty  water-fall, 

Through  the  mountain's  rocky  hall,  bonnie  lassie*  O, 

Then  we'll  up  to  yonder  glade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Where  so  olt  beneath  its  shade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

With  the  songsters  in  the  grove, 

We  have  told  our  tale  of  love, 
,And  have  sportive  garlands  wove,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
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Ahl  I  soon  must  bid  adieu,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 
To  this  fairy  scene  and  you,  bonnie  lassie,  O ; 

To  the  streamlet  winding  clear, 

To  the  fragrant  scented  brier, 
E'en  to  thee,  of  all  most  dear,  bonnie  lassie,  0  ! 

For  the  frowns  of  fortune  low«r,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
On  thy  lover  at  this  hour,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Ere  the  golden  orb  of  day 
Wake  the  warblers  from  the  spray, 
From  this  land  I  must  away,  bonnie  lassie,  0. 

And,  when  on  a  distant  shore,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
;Should  I  fall  'midst  battle's  roar,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

Wilt  thou,  Julia,  when  you  hear 

Of  thy  lover  on  his  bier, 
To  his  mem'ry  drop  a  tear,  bonnie  lassie,  O  ? 


CHARLIE  IS  MY  DARLING, 

Sung  by  Miss  Stephens. 

CHARLIE  is  my  darling, 

My  darling,  my  darling; 
Oh  I  Charlie  is  my  darling, 

The  young  Chevalier. 

'Twas  on  a  Monday  morning, 

Right  early  in  the  year, 
When  Charlie  came  to  our  town, 

The  young  Chevalier. 

Oh  !  Charlie,  &c. 

As  he  came  marching  up  the  street, 
The  pipes  play'd  loud  and  clear, 

And  a'  the  folks  came  running  out. 
To  meet  the  Chevalier. 

Oh!  Charlie,  &c. 
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WP  Highland  bonnets  on  their  heads, 
And  claymores  long  and  clear, 

They  came  to  fight  for  Scotland's  right, 
And  the  young  Chevalier. 

Oh!  Charlie,  &c. 

Now  baud  awa',  ye  lowland  loon, 
And  court  nae  lassies  here  ; 

The  Highland  man's  come  back  again, 
Wi'  the  young  Chevalier. 

Oh  !  Charlie,  &c. 

And  it's  up  the  heathery  mountains, 
And  down  the  craggy  glen, 

We  dare  nae  go  a  milking 
For  Charlie  and  his  men. 

Oh!  Charlie,  &c. 

GOD  SAVE  THE  KING. 
Sung  by  Madame  Catalani. 

GOD  save  great  George  our  King, 
Long  live  our  noble  King, 

God  save  the  King ! 
Send  him  victorious, 
Happy  and  glorious. 
Long  to  reign  over  us, 

God  save  the  King. 

O  Lord  our  God  arise, 
Scatter  his  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall ! 
Confound  their  politics, 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks ; 
On  him  our  hearts  we  fix, 

O  save  us  all ! 
Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store 
On  him  be  pleas'd  to  pour, 

Long  may  he  reign  I 
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May  be  defend  our  laws, 
And  ever  give  us  cause, 
To  sing  with  heart  and  voice, 
God  save  our  King. 

O  !  grant  him  long  to  see 
Friendship  and  unity 

Always  increase  : 
May  he  his  sceptre  sway, 
All  loyal  souls  obey, 
Join  heart  and  voice,  huzza  ! 

God  save  the  King. 

THERE  IS  A  BLOOM  THAT  NEVER  FADES* 

Sung  by  Mrs  Salmon,  Mr  Terr  ail,  and  Mr  Phillips. 

THERE  is  a  bloom  that  never  fades, 
A  Tose  no  storm  can  sever ; 
Beyond  the  tulip's  gaudy  shades, 
A  ray  that  beams  for  ever. 

There  is  a  charm  surpassing  art, 
That  speaks  in  every  feature  ! 
That  twines  around  the  feeling  heart, 
It  is  thy  charm,  oh  Nature  ! 

Then  stranger,  if  thou  fain  wouldst  find 
The  rose  no  storm  can  sever ; 
Go  seek  it,  stranger,  in  the  mind, 
The  ray  that  beams  for  ever. 

NOW  GOOD  NIGHT. 
Sung  by  Mr  Braham. 
NOW  good  night- 
Round  each  hill,  and  tower,  and  tree, 
Darkness  deep  her  mantle  closes, 
While  all  nature,  calm,  reposes, 
Darkness  brings  no  rest  to  me. 

Now  good  night,  love !  now  good  night* 
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Dearest  love- 
Still,  may  no  fond  thought  of  me 
Thy  calm  hour  of  rest  encumber  ; 
But  good  Angels  watch  thy  slumber, 
Bound  the  pillow  press'd  by  thee. 
So  good  night,  love — so  good  night. 


SHOULD  HE  UPBRAID. 
Sung  by  Miss  Stephens. 

SHOULD  he  upbraid,  I'll  own  that  he  prevail, 
And  sing  as  sweetly  as  the  nightingale ; 
Say  that  he  frown,  I'll  say  his  looks  I  view 
As  morning  roses  newly  tipp'd  with  dew : 
Say  he  be  mute,  I'll  answer  with  a  smile, 
And  dance,  and  play,  and  wrinkled  care  beguile. 


SWEET  HOME. 

Sung  by  Madame  Calalanu 

"MID  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may  roam, 
Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home ! 
A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  us  there, 
Which,  seek  thro'  the  world,  is  ne'er  met  with  elsewhere* 

Home  !  home !  sweet  home  ! 

There's  no  place  like  home ! 

An  exile  from  home,  splendour  dazales  in  vain  ; 
Oh  !  give  me  my  lonely  thatch'd  cottage  again ! 
The  birds  singing  gaily,  that  came  at  my  call ; 
Cave  me  them,  with  peace  of  mind,  dearer  than  all. 

Home  !  home !  sweet  home ! 

There's  no  place  like  home  1 


SEE !  FROM  THE  SILENT  GROVE  ALEXIS 
FLIES. 

Su?ig  by  Mr  Braharn. 

RECITATIVE. 

SEE !  from  the  silent  grove  Alexis  flies, 
And  seeks,  with  every  pleasing  art, 

To  ease  the  pain  which  lovely  eyes 
Created  in  his  heart ; 

To  shining  Theatres  he  now  repairs, 

To  learn  Camillas  moving  airs ; 

Where  thus,  to  Music's  power, 
The  swain  address'd  his  pray'rs. 

AIR. 

Charming  sounds  that  sweetly  languish ! 

Music,  O  compose  my  anguish  ! 
Every  passion  yields  to  thee. 

RECITATIVE. 

Apollo  heard  the  foolish  swain  ; 

He  knew  when  Daphne  first  he  lov'd, 
How  weak  t*  assuage  an  am'rous  pain, 

His  own  harmonious  art  had  prov'd, 
And  all  his  healing  herbs  how  vain  ; 

Then  thus  he  strikes  the  speaking  strings, 

Preluding  to  his  voice,  and  sings  : 

AIR. 

Sounds,  though  charming,  can't  relieve  thee, 
Do  not,  Shepherd,  then  deceive  thee, 

Music  is  the  voice  of  Love. — 
If  the  tender  maid  believe  thee, 

Soft  relenting,  kind  consenting, 

Will  alone  thy  pain  remove. 
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TOGETHER  LET  US  RANGE. 

Sung  by  Miss  Stephens  and  Mr  Braham. 

'TOGETHER  let  us  range  the  fields, 

Impearl'd  with  morning  dew; 
Or  view  the  fruits  the  vineyard  yields, 

Or  the  apples  clust'ring  bough. 
There  in  close  enibower'd  shades, 

Impervious  to  the  noontide  ray, 
By  tinkling  rills  on  rosy  beds, 

We'll  love  the  sultry  hours  away* 

GLEE. 

BLOW,  GENTLE  GALES. 
Sung  by  Miss  Stephens,  Miss  Goodall,  Mr  Terrail, 

Mr  Brakam,  and  Mr  Phillips. 
BLOW,  gentle  gales,  and  on  your  wing1 
Our  long-expected  succours  bring. 
Look,  look  again ! 

,rfis  all  in  vain  ! 
Lo !  behold  a  pennant  waving  ! 
*Tis  the  sea-birds'  pinions  laving  ! 
Hark !  a  signal  fills  the  air  I 
'Tis  the  beetling  rocks  resounding  ; 
'Tis  the  hollow  wave  rebounding, 
W7ild  as  our  hopes  y — deep  as  our  despair ! 

BEHOLD  THE  IMPATIENT  HUSBANDMAN. 
Sung  by  Mr  Phillips. 

RECITATIVE. 

AT  last  the  bounteous  sun  from  Aries  into  Taurus  rolls, 
Wide  spreading  life  and  heat ;  uprise  the  fleecy  clouds 
sublime, 

And  stretch  their  thin  and  silver  wings  o'er  all  sur- 
rounding heav'n. 
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AIR. 

WITH  joy  th'  impatient  husbandman  forth  drives  his 
lusty  steers, 

To  where  the  well- us' d  plough  remains,  now  looseiVd 
from  the  frost ; 

With  measur  d  step  he  throws  the  grain  into  the  boun- 
teous earth. 

O  sun  !  soft  show'rs  and  dews !  the  golden  ears  in 
plenty  bring  ! 

With  joy  th'  impatient  husbsndman  forth  drives  his 
lusty  steers, 

To  where  the  well-us'd  plough  remains,  now  loosen'd 

from  the  frost. 
There  freely  yok'd  their  toil  begins,  cheer 'd  by  the 
....  rustic  lay. 

BID  ME  DISCOURSE. 
Sung  by  Miss  Good  all. 

BID  me  discourse,  I  will  enchant  thine  ear, 
Or,  like  a  fairy  trip  upon  the  green  ; 

Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  bright  and  flowing  hair, 
Dance  on  the  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seen. 

Bid  me,  &c. 

ECHO  SONG. 
Sung  by  Miss  Stephens* 

WHAT  airy  sound 

Floats  sweetly  round  ? 
Some  Spirit  seems  to  play  ! 

How  did  that  note 

On  ether  float, 
And  steal  my  soul  away  ! 

Still,  still  I  hear  the  changeful  strain  ; 
It  mocks,  it  echoes  me  again. 

Is't  fairy  ground  ? 

Are  spirits  round  ? 
Still,  still  I  hear  the  changeful  strain  ;  . 
It  mocks,  it  echoes  me  again. 
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THE  WINTER  IT  IS  PAST. 
Sung  by  Mr  Br  ah  am* 

THE  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  simmer  comes  at  last, 
And  the  small  birds  sing  on  every  tree  ; 

Now  every  thing  is  glad,  while  I  am  very  sad, 
Since  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 

The  rose  upon  the  brier,  by  the  waters  running  clear, 
May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  and  the  bee ; 

Their  little  loves  are  blest,  and  their  little  hearts  at  restt 
But  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 

ECHO  DUET. 
Sung  by  Miss  Stephens  and  Mr  Brahani. 

Zuma,  AH  !  whither,  whither  is  he  straying  ? 
Soft  he  whisper 'd  in  mine  ear, 
Hasten,  Zuma,  no  delaying, 
Mirvan  soon  will  meet  thee  here. 

Echo.  Mirvan  soon  will  meet  thee  here*. 

Zuma.  This  way — 

Echo.  This  way— 

Zuma.  Nearer— 

Echo*  Nearer— 
Mirvan.  Thy  voice  now  near  and  now  retreating, 
With  alternate  hope  and  fear, 
Echo  still  that  voice  repeating, 
Charms  thine  anxious  lover's  ear. 

Echo.  Charms  thine  anxious  lover's  ear. 

Mirvan.  This  way — 

Echo.  This  way— 
Mirvan.  Nearer — 

Echo.  Nearer— 

Both.    'Tis  hJJ^1/ }  What  joy  is  dearer 
Thou  art  here,  and  I  am  blest. 


15 


MY  BABY  BOY. 
Sung  by  Miss  Goodall. 
O  SOFTLY  sleep,  my  Baby  boy, 
Rock'd  by  tbe  mountain  wind  ; 
Thou  d ream's t  not  of  a  lover  false, 
Nor  of  a  world  unkind. 

O  sweetly  sleep,  my  Baby  boy, 
Thy  mother  guards  thy  rest, 

Thy  fairy  clasp,  my  little  joy, 
Shall  soothe  her  aching  breast. 

Wake,  wake  and  smile,  my  Baby  boy, 

My  heavy  heart  to  cheer, 
The  wint'ry  blast  howls  on  the  hill, 

The  leaf  grows  red  and  sear. 

O  tell  me,  tell  me,  Baby  boy, 

How  shall  I  hear  thy  cry, 
When  hunger  gnaws  thy  little  heart, 

And  death  lights  on  thy  eye ! 

O  was  it  meet,  my  Baby  boy, 

That  thou  such  weird  shouldst  dree  I 

Sweet  heaven  forgive  thy  father  false, 
His  wrongs  to  thee  and  me  ! 

BRUCE'S  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  ARMY. 
Sung  by  Mr  Brakam, 

SCOTS  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots  whom  Bruce  has  often  led, 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 

Or  to  Victory  ! 
Now's  the  time,  and  now's  the  hour, 
See  the  front  of  battle  lour, 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  power, 

Chains  and  slavery. 
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Wha  wou'd  be  a  traitor  knave, 
Wha  wou'd  fill  a  coward's  grave, 
Wha  so  base  as  be  a  slave? 

Let  him  turn  and  flee, 
Wha  for  Scotland's  King  and  Law, 
Freedom's  sword  will  fearless  draw — 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa'  ? 

Let  him  follow  me. 

By  oppression's  woes  and  pains, 
By  our  sons  in  servile  chains, 
We  will  draw  our  dearest  veins, 

But  they  shall  be  free  ! 
Lay  the  proud  Usurper  low, 
Tyrants  fall  in  ev'ry  foe, 
Liberty's  in  ev'ry  blow, 

Let  us  do  or  die  ! 

RULE,  BRITANNIA. 

Sung  by  Madame  Catalani. 

WHEN  Britain  first,  at  Heaven's  command, 

Arose  from  out  the  azure  main, 
This  was  the  charter  of  the  land, 

And  guardian  angels  sung  this  strain  : 
Rule  Britannia,  rule  the  waves, 
Britons  never  shall  be  slaves. 

The  Muses,  still  with  Freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coasts  repair ; 
Bless'd  Isle  !  with  matchless  beauty  crown'd^ 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair. 
Rule  Britannia,  rule  the  waves., 
Britons  never  shall  be  slaves. 

FINIS. 

Marshall^  Printer  > 
Newcastle*  1 


